Unchanging

Sitting here watching,

The hands move slowly.

Keeping time perfectly,

With is monotonous tone.

This clock on the wall,

Has become our dependence.

As I stare into the round face,

The seconds merge into minutes.

The minutes drift into hours,

Fading into days of the past.

All the while I dream,

Thinking of the yesteryear.

When that clock,

Was in the same position.

All the hands exactly placed,

Just as they are now.

The pendulum making its slow round,

Never letting us forget.

We live our lives by those hands,

Setting our schedules by the pendulum.

There used to be so many minutes,

Now there just are not enough.

But the one thing that has never changed,

Is the pace of the clock that stares back at us.
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